TWO SYMPHONIES

inexhaustible delight when I told her that the little voices
came from living creatures, whose sole function, appar-
ently, was to express the joy that lies broadcast through-
out all nature. (It was from that day that she began to say,
"I am as joyful as a bird/') And yet the idea that these
songs proclaim the splendours of a spectacle she could
not behold had begun by making her melancholy.

<cls the world really as beautiful as the birds say?"
she would ask. "Why do people not tell us so oftener?
Why do you never tell me so? Is it for fear of grieving me
because I cannot see it? That would be wrong. I listen
so attentively to the birds; I think I understand every-
thing they say."

"People who can see do not hear them as well as you
do, my Gertrude,'* I said, hoping to comfort her.

"Why don't other animals sing?" she went on. Some-
times her questions surprised me and left me perplexed
for a moment, for she forced me to reflect on things I
had hitherto taken for granted. It was thus it occurred to
me for the first time that the closer an apimal lives to the
ground and the heavier its weight, the duller it is. I
tried to make her understand this; and I told her of the
squirrel and its gambols.

She asked me if the birds were the only antnytlg tb^t flew*

"There are butterflies too/'

"And do they sing?"

"They have another way of telling their joy. It is
painted on their wings , . ."

And I described the rainbow colours of the butterfly*
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Now let me turn back a little, for yesterday I allowed
myself to be carried away.
In order to teach Gertrude, I had had to learn die